[bookmark: _GoBack]International Adoptions Result in Discrimination
International Adoptions, 2011
From Opposing Viewpoints in Context
"I was abandoned, sold, white-washed and later disowned. My white mentality, my white wordsand my white memories betray the reality of my brown skin."
Mateo Cruz has dedicated the last eight years to working with and learning from young people of color. He worksat HIFY (Health Initiatives for Youth) developing a team of peer health educators in East Oakland, California. Inthe following viewpoint, Cruz excoriates the practice of international adoption . Born in Colombia and adopted bya white family in Montana, Cruz suffered from racial discrimination throughout his life and struggles with anongoing crisis of identity.
As you read, consider the following questions:
1. What does Cruz know about his young life in Colombia?
2. How does Cruz describe growing up as a brown-skinned Latino in Montana?
3. What is an example of some of the racism Cruz describes experiencing as a child?
I am a Colombian man. I do not speak Spanish. I cannot dance. And, I am in love with a white woman.
I was born in 1979 at an unknown place to an unknown woman in Bogota, Colombia. What is known is that on March 10, Iwas placed in a basket on the steps of a run-down orphanage and legally determined abandoned. The nuns guessed that I wasabout 6 weeks old. That is what I know about my life in Colombia.
Raised Away from Home
Six months later, a young Christian couple from Bismarck, North Dakota, paid $5,000 to adopt me, after seeing my picture intheir local church's missionary newsletter. This was their third time to adopt from the agency: They were already raising onelittle girl. The second child died before they could bring her home. My adoptive mother's devastation gave her a hiddendetermination to save me, at all costs.
My mother is now in her 50s. She's a white woman in small-town Montana. She has always been strikingly beautiful andyoung-looking, often being misread as my older sister. People often said that she was the kindest woman they had ever met.She was the model Christian wife, hardworking and dedicated solely to her family. She worked 60 hours every week and gaveall she had and then some to her family, hoping that her children would live the life she only dreamed of.
My father was one of the most openly racist people in my life. He was raised in an abusive home in North Carolina andbecame the product of his misogynistic, homophobic and racist upbringing. He was the one who told me that if it wasn't forhim, I'd be picking coffee beans on a plantation. He cheated on my mom openly until they divorced when I was 5, leaving herwith two kids and a mortgage. At night, she would crawl into my bed and cry. She would talk to me for hours and hold me tightand say, "I love you so much. Promise me you won't ever change," I promised, and she told me that I was her very best friend,her only friend in the world.
Rarely did we ever speak of Colombia or adoption growing up. My mom had a lot of fears—the fear that someone was goingto come take me away, the fear that I would want to return to Colombia and look for my birth mother and the fear that myfather might kidnap me in the night. Those fears kept me from ever exploring my past or my history because I refused to doanything that would hurt her.
Racial Discrimination
Growing up as a brown-skinned Latino in Montana was not easy. Most of the kids read me as Native American and treated mewith such disdain. When I was in third grade, they called me a "chocolate-covered raisin," among other things. I fought on theplayground daily for my right to exist. I earned respect, yet remained a target.
My mother tried to protect me the best way she knew how, by not acknowledging my brown-skinned reality. She would hug meand tell me, "Don't worry, honey. You are beautiful. It's like you have a year-round tan!" She would tell me how beautiful shealways thought brown babies were, with their dark eyes and dark hair. I think I was her lifeline to another world, one moreexotic and exciting than her real life.
Later in my childhood, my mom married a man who was already raising two daughters. We became one of the newest trendsin the United States : the blended family. Although my mom fought with my sisters often, she and I never had conflict. In fact,the first fight we ever got into was over my hair. I was 19 years old, and I had returned from college with bleached blonde hair.She was so angry, but all I could understand her saying was that she just wanted babies with dark hair. That night, I stayed atmy grandma's house. While she did apologize, she made the same request of me that she had always made: just don't everchange.
Conflict in the Home
For the next three years we fought. She hated that I identified as a person of color. She would scream, "What does thatmean? White is a color, too!" After three years of fighting, I explained to her that I could not be who she wanted me to be, andI could not have her in my life if she could not accept me for who I was. I left it for her to decide to accept me as I am or closethe door forever. I have not seen, heard or spoken to her since.
I am now 27 years old and live in Oakland, California. I moved here five years ago to try to find a connection to politicalcommunities of color. But, I ended up still feeling like an outsider. I could not relate to their experiences or histories. All I knewwas my own reality, one where my closest friends and family members were all white. I tried dating women of color, but therealways seemed to be that same disconnect. Soon, I fell in love with a white woman, one who was full of the kindness and lovethat reminded me of my mother.
When my girlfriend and I used to walk by groups of people of color, I longed for their acceptance. As we edged closer, Iimagined their words for me: sell-out, white-washed, traitor, I would feel ashamed. I conceptualized their words for who shemight be to them: racial fetishist, trophy wife, stupid white girl. I would feel sad and torn. I imagined them shaking their headsthinking, "Damn, we lost another good man of color, stolen from us by some stupid white woman."
The last thought is more accurate than they know. I was stolen, I was abandoned, sold, white-washed and later disowned. Mywhite mentally, my white words and my white memories betray the reality of my brown skin. But not because my whitegirlfriend made me this way.
Between Different Worlds
There is a unique complexity for anyone living between identities, between different worlds. We are aliens: Our existence isboth suspect and intimate. We know that nothing is black or white, good or evil. Each of our stories is different and folded inthe complexity of love and hatred, fear and safety, newness and loss, and privilege and racism. That privilege is now both mysavior and my captor.
At night, the same dreams haunt me. They are always about war, violence, whales beneath the water, the ocean and mymother. I think in the end, they are all about my mothers, both of them. I have one mother who gave me away and one whogave me up, and I loved them both, with everything in my being.
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exploring


 


my


 


past


 


or


 


m


y


 


history


 


because


 


I


 


refused


 


to


 


doanything


 


that


 


would


 


hurt


 


her.


 


Racial


 


Discrimination


 


Growing


 


up


 


as


 


a


 


brown


-


skinned


 


Latino


 


in


 


Montana


 


was


 


not


 


easy.


 


Most


 


of


 


the


 


kids


 


read


 


me


 


as


 


Native


 


American


 


and


 


treated


 


mewith


 


such


 


disdain.


 


When


 


I


 


was


 


in


 


third


 


grade,


 


they


 


called


 


me


 


a


 


"chocolate


-


covered


 


raisin,"


 


among


 


other


 


things.


 


I


 


fought


 


on


 


theplayground


 


daily


 


for


 


my


 


right


 


to


 


exist.


 


I


 


earned


 


respect,


 


yet


 


remained


 


a


 


target.


 




International Adoptions Resu lt in Discrimination   International Adoptions ,   2011   From   Opposing Viewpoints in Context   "I   was   abandoned,   sold,   white - washed   and   later   disowned.   My   white   mentality,   my   white   wordsand   my   white   memories   betray   the   reality   of   my   brown   ski n."   Mateo   Cruz   has   dedicated   the   last   eight   years   to   working   with   and   learning   from   young   people   of   color.   He   worksat   HIFY   ( Health   Initiatives   for   Youth)   developing   a   team   of   peer   health   educators   in   East   Oakland,   California.   Inthe   following   viewpo int,   Cruz   excoriates   the   practice   of   international   adoption   .   Born   in   Colombia   and   adopted   bya   white   family   in   Montana,   Cr uz   suffered   from   racial   discrimination   throughout   his   life   and   struggles   with   anongoing   crisis   of   identity.   As   you   read,   consider   the   following   questions:   1.   What   does   Cruz   know   about   his   young   life   in   Colombia?   2.   How   does   Cruz   describe   growing   up   as   a   brown - skinned   Latino   in   Montana?   3.   What   is   an   example   of   some   of   the   racism   Cruz   describes   experiencing   as   a   child?   I   am   a   Colombian   man.   I   do   not   speak   Spanish.   I   cannot   dance.   And,   I   am   in   love   with   a   white   woman.   I   was   born   in   1979   at   an   unknown   place   to   an   unknown   woman   in   Bogota,   Colombia.   What   is   known   is   that   on   March   10,   I was   placed   in   a   basket   on   the   steps   of   a   run - down   orphanage   and   legally   determined   abandoned.   The   nuns   guessed   that   I   wasabout   6   weeks   old.   That   is   what   I   know   about   my   life   in   Colombia.   Raised   Away   from   Home   Six   months   later,   a   young   Christian   couple   from   Bismarck,   North   Dakota,   paid   $5,000   to   adopt   me,   after   seeing   my   picture   intheir   local   church's   missionary   newsletter.   This   was   their   third   time   to   adopt   from   the   agency:   They   were   already   raising   onelittle   girl.   The   second   child   died   before   they   could   bring   her   home.   My   adoptive   mother's   devastation   gave   her   a   hidde ndetermination   to   save   me,   at   all   costs.   My   mother   is   now   in   her   50s.   She's   a   white   woman   in   small - town   Montana.   She   has   always   been   strikingly   beautiful   andyoung - looking,   often   being   misread   as   my   older   sister.   People   often   said   that   she   was   the   kindest   woman   they   had   ever   met.She   was   the   model   Christian   wife,   hardworking   and   dedicated   solely   to   her   family.   She   worked   60   hours   every   week   and   gave all   she   had   and   then   some   to   her   family,   hoping   that   her   children   would   live   the   life   she   only   dreamed   of.   My   father   was   one   of   the   most   openly   racist   people   in   my   life.   He   was   raised   in   an   abusive   home   in   North   Carolina   andbec ame   the   product   of   his   misogynistic,   homophobic   and   racist   upbringing.   He   was   the   one   who   told   me   that   if   it   wasn't   forhim ,   I'd   be   picking   coffee   beans   on   a   plantation.   He   cheated   on   my   mom   openly   until   they   divorced   when   I   was   5,   leaving   her with   two   kids   and   a   mortgage.   At   night,   she   would   crawl   into   my   bed   and   cry.   She   would   talk   to   me   for   hours   and   hold   me   t ightand   say,   "I   love   you   so   much.   Promise   me   you   won't   ever   change,"   I   promised,   and   she   told   me   that   I   was   her   very   be st   friend,her   only   friend   in   the   world.   Rarely   did   we   ever   speak   of   Colombia   or   adoption   growing   up.   My   mom   had   a   lot   of   fears — the   fear   that   someone   was   goingto   come   take   me   away,   the   fear   that   I   would   want   to   return   to   Colombia   and   look   for   my   b irth   mother   and   the   fear   that   myfather   might   kidnap   me   in   the   night.   Those   fears   kept   me   from   ever   exploring   my   past   or   m y   history   because   I   refused   to   doanything   that   would   hurt   her.   Racial   Discrimination   Growing   up   as   a   brown - skinned   Latino   in   Montana   was   not   easy.   Most   of   the   kids   read   me   as   Native   American   and   treated   mewith   such   disdain.   When   I   was   in   third   grade,   they   called   me   a   "chocolate - covered   raisin,"   among   other   things.   I   fought   on   theplayground   daily   for   my   right   to   exist.   I   earned   respect,   yet   remained   a   target.  

